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Fifteen sail were the Dutchmen bold,
Duncan he had but two:
But he anchored them fast where the Texel shoaled,
And his colours aloft he flew.
" Fve taken the depth to a fathom," he cried,
" And 111 sink with a right good will,
For I know when we're all of us under the tide.
My flag will be fluttering still.55
Splinters were flying above, below,
When Nelson sailed the Sound:
" Mark you, I wouldn't be elsewhere now,'5
Said he,4< for a thousand pound! "
The Admiral's signal bade him fly,
But he wickedly wagged his head,
He dapped the glass to his sightless eye,
And " I'm damned if I see it!55 he said.
Admirals all, they said their say
(The echoes are ringing still).
Admirals all, they went their way
To the haven under the hill.
But they left us a kingdom none can take,
The realm of the circling sea,
To be ruled by the rightful sons of Blake
And the Rodneys yet to be.
Admirals all, for England's sake.
Honour be yours and fame!
And honour, as long as waves shall break,
To Nelson's peerless name!